OUR AMBASSADOR KING

of that accident of birth. "When you are the eldest/*
he told the other, "you have not got to wear any of
your brother's clothes." The sailor suit was made for
him and was his own. That explains at least some
degree of his self-confidence as he stands there, head,
and almost shoulders, above his brother.

Behind them the trees are in midsummer leaf; in
front is the high wall, and below, people in their stiff,
straight clothes are passing by or standing to watch the
pageant. If for a moment we put the pageant out of
mind, it calls for no great flight of fancy to see in that
wall the dividing-line between the nineteenth and the
twentieth centuries, and to see in the boy's attentive
gaze the looking out of a young Prince upon the future
with its unknown responsibilities. Yes, already we can
speak, with this photograph before us, of responsi-
bilities, of burdens to be shouldered, for the sun's glare
has caused the boy, in protecting his eyes, to force a
frown. There is, too, in his expression a concentrated
interest, and at an age when an open-eyed wonder
might have appeared appropriate, the features show
instead more than a suggestion of practical observation.

But that, of course, is in relation to the Mounting of
the Guard. In imagining the boy as looking towards
the coming years, we need not pretend that there was
anything for him to observe lest we end by attributing
to him the qualities of a seer. Being a boy, six years old,
he was doubtless as much a dreamer as most children of
that age are. But that is our childhood's condition, to
be walled in by the fantasy we create for ourselves. King
Edward the Eighth has since revealed that by nature
he is not in the least a dreamer, if by that expression is
understood one who is content to stay a-dreaming in a
world of increasingly urgent change. When as a boy
he looked over the Palace wall (and we may be grateful
to that photographer either for his inspiration or his
vigilance) it was, we may be sure, a military ceremony
of a domestic nature that he saw. And we can be equally
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